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The road home was particularly dark, due to the new moon, but Ian had stayed at the pub 
long enough for the effects of the ale to wear off so he wasn't worried about driving his 1938 
Austin. Mary was never happy about him coming home so late, but she was always pleased 
to see him home safely. She understood he needed some time out with his mates. They 
were all glad the war was over, and with the time that had passed, things were getting closer 
to normal. Ian was almost as happy about being able to buy his own car, even if it wasn't 


brand new. Very few people owned cars and he was proud to be one of them. 


They had lived in this area long enough for Ian to know there were no houses in the wooded 
area off to his right, so he was surprised to see a light shining through the trees, even though 
most of the foliage had fallen off the trees. Thinking it could be a stranded vehicle, he pulled 
over to the side of the road to see if he could offer assistance. He quickly realized the light 
was too far off the road for this to be a vehicle stranded by accident. He also noted the light 
source had to be especially bright for him to be able to see it from the road, so his curiosity 
was piqued. He thought it could possibly be a downed aircraft. If so, there would be people 
needing assistance. He shut off the headlamps, got out of the car and went around to the 
boot to get a torch. He quietly closed the boot and headed into the woods across the road to 


investigate. 


The air was cool and damp, so Ian flipped up the collar on his jacket and buttoned the top 
button. He didn't hear any shouting or smell any smoke, no smells or sounds he might 
expect if this was a crashed vehicle; only the smells and sounds of the forest reached his 


senses. Of course, the wind could be pushing odors away from him. As he ventured into the 


edge of the woods, he wished for the ammo boots he'd worn in the service, instead of the 
Oxfords he had worn to the pub. This thought brought his military training to mind, so he 
moved stealthily through the underbrush, minding how heavily he stepped and where he put 
his feet. He hadn't gone far when he came upon a narrow drive, which had been cut through 
the forest. Based on the short distance he had walked through the woods, he knew if he 
looked to his left, he should be able to see an opening onto the road he had been traveling, 
but instead he saw only thick brush and trees. It only took him a moment to understand 
there must be a heavily camouflaged gate hiding the entrance from the road. "How long has 
this been here? How many times have I passed this without seeing it?," he thought. "This 
has to be a government operation, but what are they doing in these woods?" Ian knew he 
should backtrack to his car and go home to Mary, but he couldn't shake the feeling that this 
wasn't a simple training exercise. He could see his way now due to the light source he was 


following, so he shut off his torch and pressed on, determined to find out more. 


Staying hidden in the cover of the woods, he flanked the driveway further toward the light 
source. As he got closer, he began to hear the sounds of engines, much like the trucks he 
was familiar with from the war. He continued quietly moving toward the light and sounds 
until he reached the edge of a clearing. The clearing was full of vehicles, hidden from above 
by a camouflaged canopy, making the clearing more like the inside of an enormous tent. 
There was a persistent odor of exhaust fumes from the idling engines. Ian was almost 
oblivious to the Bedford QL lorries, the canopy, the two high-ranking military officers and the 
men unloading boxes from the lorries because in the center of the clearing stood a vehicle 


only found in stories, a saucer-shaped aircraft! The craft appeared to be made of a polished, 


silver-colored metal and appeared to be resting on a smooth, metallic, cylindrical pillar in the 
middle of the clearing. A nearly solid row of lights encircling the middle of the craft, like an 
equator, was emitting the intense bluish light he had seen from the road. They were too 
bright to look directly at them from so close up. The craft itself seemed to emit a pulsating 
hum, which he felt more than heard. There was a hatch at the base of the central pillar 
where the soldiers would enter, deposit the box they were carrying, then emerge a short time 
later to get another from the lorry. The hatch was shaped like a doorway, but short enough 


that the men had to duck their heads to go through. 


It was unclear how long he stood staring and wondering at the sight before him. His 
thoughts raced and, as he tried to come up with the most rational explanation for what he 
was seeing, his first question was, "Is this an experimental aircraft?" As he processed the 
scene before him, in an attempt verify this initial inference, more questions came to mind. "If 
this is an experimental aircraft, why is it here instead of at a military base? Why are boxes 
being unloaded from the lorries and into the craft? What is in the boxes?" As though in 
response to this last question, one of the soldiers stumbled and dropped the box he was 
carrying, scattering papers and what appeared to be some old books across the ground. The 
men closest to him sat down the boxes they were carrying, in order to scramble and help him 
with his almost frantic effort to gather the documents, while one of the officers berated him 
for his carelessness. "What are these papers and books?, " Ian wondered. A movement on 
the other side of the clearing caught his eye and he realized there was a man slowly pacing 
alongside a car across from him, sort of tucked away behind the trucks. The brand-new, 


solid black Rolls-Royce was definitely not a military vehicle and the well-dressed man beside it 


was no officer. "Who is this mystery man and what is his role in whatever is going on here?" 


Ian continued to watch the activity before him, trying unsuccessfully to rationalize the scene 
so it made any sense. He watched many more boxes be loaded onto the saucer, without any 
additional clues as to what the boxes contained, until the soldiers began preparing the lorries 
for departure. The events of the night were mind-boggling enough to last him for quite some 
time, but the night was not over. A humanoid figure, smaller than an adult, yet larger than a 
child, emerged from the craft's hatch. However, there was no question that this being was 


not human! 


The creature had the same basic shape as a human, but was thinner overall, with the 
exception of its head, which was disproportionately large. As if to fit the abnormally large 
head, the creature's eyes were large and dark, about the size of the mouth of a tea cup. 
There were small holes in its head where humans have ears and nostrils, yet no discernible 
mouth. The color of its skin was a pasty gray, reminding Ian of the skin of a cadaver. It 
walked with an unnatural gait, that almost made it look as if it was gliding. This being 
appeared to be heading in the direction of the "mystery man," but stopped before reaching 
him. The creature turned and appeared to look directly at Ian. Without fully understanding 
how, he knew the creature "sensed" his presence. Ian also suspected being discovered 
would not end well for him, so he ran. 

The mist seemed especially cold this morning, as she walked through the cemetery to place 


fresh flowers on his grave. The air smelled as though the grass had been recently cut. It 


had been over two years since she lost her husband, but she had no plans to stop visiting. 
She still loved and missed him dearly. Some people might feel betrayed and abandoned if 


someone they loved committed suicide, but not her. 


She never fully accepted the conclusions of the police investigation. They couldn't 
satisfactorily answer this one question: "Why did her left-handed husband pull over on the 
side of the road and shoot himself in the right-side of the head with a gun she had never 
seen before?" Mary may not know what happened to her beloved Ian, but she knew he 


didn't kill himself. 


Nate was somewhat nervous as he reported for his first day of work. Most restaurant 
workers probably aren't quite as anxious about starting a new job, but Nate was going to 
work at The Generous Portion, one of Manhattan's finest establishments. He had been hired 
through online interviews with supervisors, but he had yet to meet the restaurant's owner, Liz 
Nova,. She was well-respected chef, before starting her own restaurant. Since becoming a 
restaurateur, she had developed a reputation for being a savvy businesswoman and a no- 
nonsense employer who had high expectations of the people working with and for her. 
However, to hear some people describe her, you might think she had horns and breathed 


fire. With that in mind, Nate hurried to ensure he was early. 


The front of the restaurant had a concrete stairway leading up from the sidewalk to an open- 
air patio, which had roughly two dozen tables, where customers were enjoying their meals & 
fellowship with their friends and loved ones. Very few of the tables were open, which was 
just another indication of this establishment's popularity. Nate made his way across the patio 
to the main doors and entered the restaurant, where his nose was nearly overwhelmed by a 
smorgasbord of mouth-watering scents! He could pick out steak, chicken, vegetables and 
more. If the food tasted half as good as it smelled, it was no wonder the restaurant stayed 
so busy! The main dining area was spacious, with low dividers between booths. The tables 
and booths inside were as full as the ones outside. There was a consistent, low hum of 
conversation, almost rhythmically broken by the single tinkle of silverware against a dish or 
the clink of a glass. The dividers between the booths were topped by greenery to provide 
some additional privacy for the patrons, but low enough to allow waitstaff and managers to 


quickly spot things which might require their attention. The kitchen was at the back of the 


restaurant, with only two sets of double doors at each end where the wait staff busily 


paraded in and out. 


Nate was cheerily greeted by the hostess, an attractive young, blonde in her early 20's 
wearing a black, split-neck sheath dress. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, 
presumably to prevent her hair from becoming entangled in the wireless headset she was 
wearing. Nate introduced himself and she directed him to the kitchen, where he would find 


"Ms. Nova." 


Nate entered the kitchen to a sight he could only describe as a well-oiled machine. Wait staff 
were steadily placing or picking up orders. Sous-chefs were fastidiously preparing dishes at 
their stations, while assistants fetched ingredients from refrigerators or storage. The din was 
a consistent strain of clanging pans and cookware, shouted requests and equipment noise. 


Even with all of this activity going on, he had no trouble spotting Liz Nova. 


Liz was a striking woman close to 30 years old, about 5' 4" tall & wearing full-length, double- 
breasted chef's whites. However, it wasn't her attire that gave her away. She was 
undoubtedly in command, firmly giving direction to staff members, as necessary, but it was 
seldom needed. Her sharp, dark eyes kept a close watch for potential problems, although 
they rarely occurred. It appeared that her sous-chefs had been working for her long enough 
that she trusted them to properly prepare the dishes without her having to micro-manage 
every aspect of the operation. It was easy to she she was in her element here. She would 


occasionally taste dishes before they were taken out to the dining room, not out of distrust, 


but as a required responsibility to fulfill her due diligence. She also wore a headset by which 
she used to keep in touch with wait staff supervisors and other staff outside of the kitchen. A 


significant amount of the preparation appeared to be going into a catering order. 


Nate stayed out of the way, but placed himself in a position where he knew Liz would be able 
to see him. As soon as he thought she had a free moment, he took the opportunity to make 
eye contact, smile and then give a slight nod of his head once he knew she'd seen him. Liz 
made her way to him and motioned for him to follow her back out into the dining room. "You 
must be Nate," she said, smiling and offering a firm handshake. "It's a real pleasure to meet 
you Ms. Nova," Nate said, a little faster and less suave than he had planned. He hoped that 
his nervousness was mistaken for excitement about his new job. He expected her to begin 
going over some of the finer points of the restaurant's operation and what she expected of 
him. Instead, she said, " You're just in time. I need an extra hand for this catering job that's 
about to go out the door. Get an apron on and start loading up the truck. If you have any 
questions, talk to J.T., tall guy with glasses calling for stuff to go in the truck. You can't miss 


him. We'll talk more once you get back." 


Nate found J.T., got a few marching orders and then finished helping load the delivery truck. 
Nate tried to imagine what type of event they were catering. The entrees were the types you 
might find at a company picnic. There were chicken salad & deli sandwiches on sliced Kaiser 
rolls, chili & turkey burgers. Some of the sides included baked potato chips, soup, salad, 
coleslaw & potato salad. Pretty soon, they were in the truck and on their way. To confirm 


his hunch, Nate asked, "So, is all this for a company party?" Instead of answering his 


question, J.T. just smiled and said, "You'll see." They traveled over to 9th Ave. and pulled 
behind a building with a dock similar to the one at The Generous Portion. Then, Nate noticed 
the sign on the back of the building. It read, "St. Elizabeth's Soup Kitchen." Nate realized 
this wasn't a typical catering job. He gave J.T. a quizzical look and began a question, "St. 
Elizabeth's? Did she...2" J.T. couldn't help but laugh. "Name this after herself? No, her ego 
isn't that big! She doesn't own this place. I think St. Elizabeth inspired her, though. She 
donates food here regularly." Nate was pleasantly surprised to learn that his "dragon lady" of 
a boss had a softer, compassionate side. Knowing he was helping people in need made 
unloading the truck seem easier. 

Late in the evening, Liz made her half-hourly rounds, keeping any eye out for anything which 
might need her attention, including customers. She tried to randomly choose customers with 
whom to speak, making friendly conversation and occasionally asking about their dining 
experience. While making these rounds, she watched for repeat customers. She certainly 
appreciated them, as any business-owner should. When she saw that a customer had been 
in more than twice, she would personally deliver a free appetizer or dessert. She saw a cute, 
young couple for the second time this week. She made a mental note about their free item 
on their next visit. The British gentleman was at his table near the front corner of the 
restaurant. He had been coming in every day for at least two weeks. He was tall, clean- 
shaven, with graying hair and looked to be in his fifties. He always wore a black suit, with a 
white shirt and black tie underneath. Even in a suit, he had a look she could only describe as 
"hard." She knew he was British from hearing his accent during her few brief, but pleasant 


conversations with him. He stayed long enough for a meal every evening and then stayed to 


have at least two cups of hot tea. He took his time drinking his tea, while using his phone 
and usually stayed until around closing time. "Well," thought Liz, "as much as I enjoy these 


rounds, I can't spend all night on them." 


She continued her nightly routine, which consisted mostly of verifying her staff had done their 
job. She prided herself on the team she had hired and that, once trained, they were virtually 
self-sufficient. After the restaurant closed and the requisite cleaning, next-day preparations, 
saying "good nights" to the staff and, of course, paperwork were done, it was usually after 
midnight by the time she made her way home. Tonight was no different. She turned off the 
lights and locked up around 12:15 am and headed to the subway station, about two blocks 


away. 


On her way home, Liz usually spent more time inside her own head than paying much 
attention to her surroundings. Without knowing exactly why, she turned, without slowing, 
and glanced behind her. She saw a man walking in the same direction she was headed, but 
about a quarter of a block behind her. Nothing unusual, necessarily, but something about 
him caused her to wonder if he could be following her so, she made a mental note of it. She 
descended the stairs into the subway station, which was neither empty nor crowded at this 
time of night, and made her way toward the center of the platform. She was trying to 
inconspicuously keep an eye on the stairway she had used, watching for the man she saw 
walking behind her; not that she could see well enough to identify him, but she thought she 
would recognize his general shape & gait. After a few minutes, she didn't see anyone she 


thought could be him, so she sort of laughed at herself for being paranoid. Her train arrived 


and she got on it, along with a score of other passengers. 


The train hadn't gone far when she began paying more attention to the other passengers 
than she normally would have, probably due to her suspicion of the man behind her earlier. 
Looking at the other passengers reminded her of some unpleasant odors which accompany 
some of them from time to time and she made the mistake of inhaling deeply. She scrubbed 
her nose to try and clear away some of the pungent aromas she had just taken in. Most of 
them seemed fairly ordinary, for New York subway train passengers. There was, however, a 
pair of men who appeared to be talking to each other, but they made her a little 
uncomfortable. Without staring, she tried to observe them more closely, trying to figure out 
what is was about them that was causing her uneasiness. One of the men was bald, but not 
from age. He was probably in his late 30's, but his head was shaved. The other one had 
kind of greasy, dark hair, pulled back into a short ponytail. It didn't take her long to realize 
that even though they were talking to each other, at least one of them was watching her at 
all times. Liz knew she wasn't being paranoid about this, so she began working up 
contingency plans. She pretended to text, but she turned off the shutter sound on her phone 
so she could get a picture of them. Then, she keyed '911' on her phone without hitting send. 
If they followed her off the subway, she could quickly hit the 'Send' button to initiate an 
emergency call. She also had a container of pepper spray on her key ring. She wasn't naive; 
this was New York City, after all. She would try and walk with other passengers who might 


be headed the same way as she, once they got off the train. 


The train exchanged some passengers at Grand Central Station, but the disturbing duo 


remained. Liz stayed on the train until her stop. As the train was approaching the station, 
she maintained her observation of them by watching their reflection off the windows. When 
she moved toward the door as the train was approaching the station, the two also moved as 
if this was also their stop. She exited the train and walked toward the stairs as calmly as she 
could manage. Once at the stairs, she stopped as if to look for an item in her purse, 
occasionally looking around while doing so. The pair that had been watching her on the train 
unexpectedly exited the opposite end of the station. She let out an audible, relieved sigh and 
put her phone back in her purse, but kept her keys in her hand. Then, she left the station, 


onto the street above. 


Liz headed along the street toward her building, still keeping a watchful eye on her 
surroundings. Even though she had walked this street many times, she was noticing things 
she didn't remember seeing before: certain buildings, a bicycle rack, trees & bushes. When 
she reached the parking garage next to her building, her phone rang. "Who would be calling 
this time of night?," she wondered. She looked down at her purse, dropped in her keys to 


pull out her phone & that's when they grabbed her! 


Two men rushed out of the parking garage, one of them grabbing her arm and the other 
grabbing at her purse. Liz didn't have time to think, she just reacted. "STOP! HELP!," she 
yelled. She let the strap on her purse slide down to her hand, but she made sure not to lose 
her grip on it. She tugged hard with both arms and let go of her purse. The purse 
unexpectedly breaking free caused the thug yanking on it to stumble and fall backwards onto 


the pavement. In a fluid movement, with the hand that just let go of the purse, she quickly 


balled it into a fist, and with the recoil from letting the purse go, she landed a solid punch on 
the other attacker's nose. Surprised, he let go of her arm and puts both hands to his face, 
then looked at his hands, checking for blood. Liz was just as surprised; she didn't consider 
herself a fighter, not literally, at least. This brief pause gave Liz a moment to get a look at 
him and she realized it was the bald guy from the subway! They must have watched which 
direction she went after she climbed to street level and the flanked her on the next block, 


rushing ahead of her in order to set up this ambush from the parking garage. 


Realizing his accomplice had been hit, Ponytail jumped up and grabbed both of Liz's arms, 
pinning them behind her. Baldy sneered, balled up a fist and drew it back for a punishing 
blow. Liz closed her eyes and tried to steel herself for what was coming. . . but it never 
came. Instead, she heard another sound resembling the sound of the punch she landed. 
She opened her eyes to see Baldy crumpling to the ground, the result of being punched by a 
third man. She took this opportunity to drive a heel upwards, between Ponytail's legs & it hit 
its mark. Liz heard a satisfying noise, like a squeaky whimper from behind her, and her arms 
were freed, as he instinctively pushed her away. While holding Liz, she was acting almost a 
shield for him, but now, there was nothing to stop her “champion” from delivering a hay- 


maker to Ponytail's jaw, knocking him out cold. 


"Are you all right?," she heard her rescuer ask. Liz immediately recognized him as the British 
customer who had been frequenting her restaurant recently. "Yes.," she said, nodding. 
"Come on. Let's get you somewhere safer.," he suggested. "What about these guys?," she 


asked. "Do you want to be here when they wake up, because we're still waiting for the 


police?," he said. "Good point.," Liz agreed. She recovered her purse and they headed off 
together to an open cafe nearby. 

The cafe was nearly empty and the familiar smell of coffee was somehow comforting. The 
gentleman escorted her to a table away from the door & took her order. "Chamomile tea with 
cream and sugar, please.," she requested. When he came back from ordering their tea, he 
brought some ice in a towel, for her hand. Liz was still shaking some by the time their tea 
was ready. The gentleman sat down across from her, where he could see the door. "You 
probably just saved my life and I don't even know your name.," she said. "My name is 
Thomas Worthington, but you can call me Thom.," he began. "I work for a philanthropist- 
investor who is interested in hiring you." Seeing her puzzled expression, he continued. "My 
employer would like you to be his head chef. He sent me to meet you, observe you and 
report back to him with my assessment. I gave him that assessment today and I am to 
present his offer to you, which is why I followed you from your restaurant. I didn't want to 
frighten you, and so I wound up further behind you than I intended. Thankfully, it looks like 
I caught up to you just in time." Liz was puzzled. "Why didn't you speak to me before I left 
the restaurant?," she asked. Thom chuckled. "If you can believe it, I thought there would be 


less distractions away from there." They both laughed a little more at that. 


Liz had more questions. "I have my own business. Why would I walk away from that?" 
Thom nodded. "You're understandably concerned about your restaurant and how it will be 
run, but that's some of what I've been observing. You have done an excellent job of 


choosing your staff. They keep the restaurant running smoothly and now most of it is done 


with minimal involvement from you. With the type of staff you have now, you've built a 
business that is virtually self-sustaining. Plus, my employer is willing to make it worth your 
while, of course. He is willing to offer you a salary equal to three times what your restaurant 
grosses annually." She nearly choked on the swig of tea she had just taken. "What?! Are 
you serious?," she asked incredulously. "This must be some kind of joke! Is this one of 
those hidden camera television shows?," she asked, looking around the cafe for the cameras. 


Thom reassured her, "No, nothing like that. I'm completely serious." 


She took a moment to collect her thoughts, then continued with her questions. "Why do you 
dress like you just came from a funeral?" Thom shrugged and answered, "That is just a 
requirement of my employer." "So, who exactly is your employer?," she asked. "Have you 
heard of the Eldshire family?," he replied. Liz thought briefly, but could not recall hearing the 
name. "No, I don't believe I have.," she said. "I'm not surprised.," he said. "Most people 
haven't. Lord Richard Eldshire is the patriarch of a British family with a long history of 
successful entrepreneurship, investing, as well as philanthropy. Why don't I send a copy of 
his proposal to you, your attorney and your accountant?" He appeared to send something 
using his phone. "There. All set. I'll call you so you'll have my number.," he says, dialing. 
"Let me know when all of you have had a chance to review the proposal." Liz was somewhat 
surprised and suddenly a little uncomfortable. "How do you know who my attorney and my 
accountant are? Plus, how do you have my number?" Thom could hear the concern in her 
voice. He paused before speaking and then said, "Please don't be alarmed. I've been 
researching you for some time now. These are things I've run across while looking into your 


background." While still a little unnerving, his explanation sounded reasonable. "I'm sorry. 


This is just a lot to process so suddenly. Why would Lord Eldshire go to so much trouble to 
hire a chef?," she asked. "Well, he demands all of his employees meet certain criteria and 
standards. You are the type of person he is looking for. Look over the contract, consult with 
your attorney and accountant, then let me know your decision." He stood, smiled down at 
her, then offered his arm. "May I escort you to your door?" She stood, took his arm and 
they headed out the door. 

Liz was awakened by the alarm on her phone, which was laying on her nightstand. She 
reached over, shut off the alarm and checked the time: 6:30 am. This morning, she was 
happy her restaurant didn't serve breakfast. The events of mere hours ago began to come 
back to her. She flexed her sore hand and wondered how she got any sleep, after what had 
happened. She laid there in her queen-sized bed, appreciating being in the safety of her own 
apartment. She tried to remind herself how blessed she is every day. That's why she kept 
an olive-wood cross on the wall above her dresser mirror, opposite the bed. Looking around 
her room, she saw her dark wood furniture, which contrasted nicely with the lighter-colored 
hardwood floors and the taupe walls. Her rent wasn't cheap and yet she was doing fine 
financially. Yes, God had truly blessed her. That's when she remembered the offer from 
Lord Richard Eldshire. "What will I do about that?," she wondered. She got out of bed and 
stretched as she strolled around her bed to open the Roman blinds, letting in the little bit of 
morning sun available. The floors were a little chilly to her feet, so she stepped into her fur- 
lined, suede slippers, which resided under the edge of her bed. Besides her hand, some of 
her other muscles were sore, as well. "A nice, long shower should help with that.," she 


thought and headed to her bathroom. 


After showering, Liz dressed in some "comfy" clothes and wrapped her hair up in her bath 
towel. She headed to the refrigerator to get out a container of yogurt and a bottled water. 
The stainless steel appliances in the kitchen always reminded her of the restaurant. She 
pulled out one of the bar stools tucked under the island and sat down to look over the 
proposal while she ate. She finished the yogurt first, so she made her way to her brown, 
micro-fiber sofa and finished reading there. It contained a lot of legal jargon, but she 
understood that it was basically too good to be true. She needed to contact her accountant 
and attorney to get their takes on it. She called them both, even though it was prior to their 
office hours and left a voice mail for each of them. Now, it was time for the most important 
consultation of all. She went back to her bedroom, picked up her Bible from off of the 
dresser and sat down on the bed. Often, when she was uncertain about something or 
looking for God's guidance, she would open her Bible to a random place, trusting He would 
direct her to an applicable passage. Today was no different. She opened the Bible to Psalms 
23. "The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. He maketh me to lie down in green 
pastures: He leadeth me beside the still waters. He restoreth my soul: He leadeth me in the 
paths of righteousness for His name's sake. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for Thou art with me..." Liz took this to mean God had 
protected her last night and kept her safe. Also, through this offer from Eldshire, he was 
providing the "green pastures," as promised. She closed her Bible and said a prayer of 


thanks. 


Liz called J.T. at the restaurant to let him know she was taking the day off. She didn't 


mention the events of the night before, so as not to worry the staff. She gave him a few 


reminders, but about the time she got each one out, she realized he'd been doing his job 
long enough that she didn't need to remind him. She hung up the call with J.T. when Nicole 
Jackson, her attorney called. "Hi, Niki...," she began, but Nicole cut her off. "Girl, is this for 
real!? I know that doesn't sound very professional, but you've never sent me anything like 
this. Who have you been talking with, sleeping with or whatever to get something like this 
put together?" Liz met Nikki in college, so they were friends before they were attorney/client. 
Liz waited for her to take a breath and summarized the events from the previous night. After 
assuring Niki that she was not seriously hurt, she asked her opinion of the contract. "Well," 
Niki replied, "it's solid. I don't spot any loopholes or anything like that. Whoever drew this 
up has been doing it for a while. This contract is almost too good. I know it sounds strange, 
but that's really my biggest concern. It looks like you've got a once-in-a-lifetime offer on 
your hands, but be careful." "Too good to be true, eh? I'll be careful.," Liz replied "Thanks 


for looking it over. Take care, girl." 


It wasn't long after that before her accountant called. Simon Berkowitz had been her 
accountant since before she started the restaurant. He was a mousy fellow with the keen 
attention to detail and the acumen for numbers required to be a good CPA. "Hi, Liz. I got the 
draft of the proposal you had sent over. Have they sent the corrected one yet?," he asked, 
assuming the numbers in the one received were incorrect. He got very quiet for a minute 
when Liz told him he had the final draft and the figures in it were correct. He finally began 
speaking again and said, "Not to besmirch your talents as a chef or a manager, but why 
would anyone make an offer like this? It doesn't make good financial sense." "I think they 


think I'm one of the best in the world.," she replied. "Hmm..," he started, but then took 


another long pause. Finally, he said, "Well, be sure to let them know who the best 
accountant in the world is." They both laughed. "Even if they don't need an accountant, I'll 
need your services more than ever!," she said. "Good to know.," Simon replied. "I wouldn't 
be surprised if there were some strings attached, with a contract like this. Watch out for 


them, Liz." "Good advice.," she agreed, "Thanks, Simon. I'll be in touch." 


Liz went over to the window and took in the view fora moment. "There are some people I 
can only talk to in person about this.," she thought. She put her phone on her nightstand 
and went to her closet. She pulled down a small overnight bag from the top shelf. She 
tossed it onto the bed and headed to her dresser to begin packing. "Time for a little road 
trip." 

Liz rented a car for the trip to Lockport, her hometown. The drive was pleasant & 
uneventful, once she got outside the city. It reminded her of trips her family took while she 
was growing up. The ride back home was always quieter. Everyone was usually tired after a 
long day of driving and walking, so no one felt much like talking and she always enjoyed the 


ride home. 


Her family home was a large, two-story house situated well off of the road on a large piece of 
land. Her parents kept the house well maintained. The white siding always looked freshly 
painted, even before they covered it with vinyl. The house had a slate-gray shingled roof, 
blue shutters, and a nice, large porch, with a swing. A large oak tree situated near the 


middle of the front yard provided ample shade during the warmest part of the year. Not 


surprisingly, her father had also maintained the tire swing, which had been hanging from the 
tree for as long as she could remember. Liz fondly recalled her father pushing her on the 
swing and how it made her feel almost as though she was flying. Buddy, her parents' 
German Shepherd, came off of the porch and trotted toward the driveway to investigate their 


visitor. 


Liz parked, got out of the car and let Buddy get reacquainted with her. Before long, he was 
happily wagging his tail and trotting beside her on the way to the house. Her parents met 
her on the porch. Her father was a fit, sturdily-built, 57-year old man with a military-style 
haircut he'd worn for as long as she could remember. He spent a lot of time outside, so his 
skin was somewhat weathered. Even though he kept his hair short, at least half of it was 
now gray. He was wearing blue jeans and a long-sleeved, plaid work shirt. Her mother was 
a year younger than her father and also fit. She exercised regularly and helped keep up the 
yard work. Her shoulder-length, hair was dyed a natural auburn, hiding any gray she might 
have. She was wearing blue jeans, as well, and a comfortable NYU sweatshirt. Liz hugged 


them both and they went inside. 


The house she grew up in had an airy, open combination great room/dining room/kitchen 
area in the middle of the house. The ceiling in this area went all the way to the rafters and 
there was a set of tall windows on the back of the house, providing a nice view of their 
sizable property. They exchanged pleasantries and her mother brought drinks for everyone 
to the sitting area. Liz and her mother sat on the sofa together, while her father sat in one of 


the chairs. "We're certainly surprised to see you today, dear. You usually call or text before 


you come visit. To what do we owe this unexpected pleasure?" Liz knew this wasn't going to 
be easy, but it was proving to be more difficult than she expected to tell her parents she was 
most likely moving across the ocean. She knew from experience the best way to do this was 
to just start talking. She started by telling them about the attempted mugging. Her mother 
was taken aback, of course. Her father, however, surprised them both by bursting out 
laughing! "That's my girl!," he shouted proudly. "What are you talking about, Dad?," Liz 
asked. "Yes, John, what are you talking about?," her mother repeated. "You don't 
remember, do you?," he asked Liz. She shook her head, obviously puzzled. "I started 
teaching you to fight when you were young. It's still in there, I guess.," he said, still smiling. 
"Your mother made me stop before you reached junior high, but I'm glad it came back to 


you. We’re just thankful you're okay." 


"Me, too," Liz continued, "but there's more to the story." She explained about Thom 
Worthington, Lord Eldshire and the job offer. Finally, she said, "I think I'm going to take the 
job." Her parents asked a few questions about the specifics of the offer, but for them, it 
came down to one final question her father asked: "Have you prayed about it and do you 
feel this is where God is leading you?" With her answer being, "Yes," they were satisfied and 
wished her well. Then, her mother said, "You know you can't leave without a proper send- 
off. We'll invite friends and family and have a nice cookout. Do you know a good restaurant 
that caters?," which made them all laugh. “It's weird to think about selling it. A lot of things 


are going to change, I guess.” 


Her dad stood up, headed toward the back door and motioned for Liz to accompany him 


saying, "Hey, kiddo, come see what I've been working on in the workshop." She glanced at 
her mom and noticed the absence of the customary eye-roll she normally does, when her dad 


says something like that. 


They headed over to the driveway and followed it further into the property. “Jack tells me 
he's back in the States. I know he's happy about that.,” Liz said. Jack, Liz's brother, joined 
the military after high school and had been working for the government ever since. He made 
it into some kind of special forces or intelligence unit (she was still unclear about what he 
actually does) and was now a trainer for the same type of units. “It's nice knowing he's 
safer. That's for sure.,” her father commented. “He's given me a few recommendations for 


my latest project.” 


The "workshop," as her father called it, was more like a large garage, workshop & storage 
building combined. The tractor and all it's attachments were stored in there, along with a 
couple of ATV's and a golf cart. The building also housed extra lawn furniture, spare lumber 
and a plethora of tools. John turned on the lights as they went in. "Replaced the old 
fluorescent lights with LED fixtures. Takes less power.," he said. "I'm working on a set of 
mobile, collapsible solar panels." They headed over to the back wall and he stood next to a 
stack of toolboxes as high as his head, which were mounted to the wall. His face beamed as 
he held out his arms and waved them in front of the toolboxes, like a game-show assistant. 
"Nice toolboxes, Dad. Where's...?" Liz said, a little puzzled as to why he was so excited about 
them. "But wait, there's more!," her dad interrupted, booming like an infomercial. He 


pressed the logo on the front of the toolbox at chest height and the toolboxes pushed out 


from the wall and opened to expose a vertical shaft in the floor, with a ladder going down it. 
"Very nice! I was just about to ask about the entrance to the shelter.," she said. "I just felt it 
was best if it wasn't in plain sight.," he said. "Come on down and see what else I've done." 
He grabbed the side rails of the ladder with both hands and placed his feet against the side 
rails and slid down the ladder, like a young sailor on a battleship. Liz climbed down more 
carefully. Although she wasn't slow about getting down the ladder, her father had turned on 
the lights by the time she reached the bottom. She was truly surprised at how much bigger 
the shelter was! "Wow! The last time I saw this, it was only two rooms. You have been 
busy!," she exclaimed. He started ahead of her down the main hallway saying, "Let me show 


you around." 


They went through bunk areas, both male and female, a greenhouse equipped with growing 
lamps and stocked with seeds, a kitchen stocked with enough MRE’s to last until the 
greenhouse is fully functional, a large dining room, a living room/casual area, a small gym, a 
meeting room, a weapons room, a chapel and a medical station. After they finished the tour, 
they headed topside again. "Dad, that will house about a hundred people. What do you 
think is going to happen?," Liz asked on the way back to the house. He paused and finally 
replied, "I can't explain it other than it came from God. He told me to build it, so I did." "Did 
you at least video your 'Burning Bush’ conversation?," she joked. "It's not like that & you 
know it, silly. You know how it is when God reveals His plans for you and you just do it.," he 
replied. She nodded. She knew exactly what that was like, which is why she gave food to 
the mission. "I noticed Mom didn't seem as exasperated today when you mentioned this. So 


you believe you're going to need all this?," she asked, visibly concerned. Instead of directly 


answering the question, he prompted her, "Remember Romans 8:28? Say it with me." 
",..And we know that all things work together for good to them that love God, to them who 
are called according to His purpose.," they recited together. He put his arm around his "little 
girl" and said, "We may have some rough times ahead of us, but God is trying to prepare His 
people. Regardless of what's ahead, we are His children and it will work out for the best, 


even if we can't see it right now. We have to trust God and be faithful to Him." 


Liz stayed and visited with her parents for a little while longer before making the trip back to 
the city. After getting back to her apartment and getting settled for the evening, she picked 
up her phone and made a call. “Hello, Thom? This is Liz Nova. I'll take the job. What's our 
next step?” 

Liz spent the next few weeks preparing for her move to England. Most of it went by like a 
whirlwind. She barely had any downtime between appointments with a real estate agent 
about selling her apartment, making sure everything at the restaurant was in order, visiting 
with friends and family and taking care of all the details required to move to another country. 
She felt fortunate to have Thom's help with that last part. She suspected the process was 
expedited due to some measure of influence on Eldshire's part, but under the circumstances, 


she wasn't going to complain. 


The day of her “going-away” party came seemingly sooner than expected. She used a ride- 
sharing service for the trip to her parents' house. She planned on riding with J.T. back into 


the city in the company truck after the party. She had no second thoughts about turning the 


restaurant over to J.T. She knew he was the best person to take it over and she trusted he 
would continue to operate it as she would. She spent the entire trip to Lockport poring over 
mental lists of things which needed to be done before she could leave for England. Most 


everything was ready. 


When she got in sight of her parents' house, she couldn't believe her eyes. There was a 
crowd of people around the house! A large section of the property had been cordoned off as 
a parking area and it was full. An enormous banner hung across the front of the house which 
read, “LIZ, WE LOVE YOU AND WILL MISS YOU!” As she got out of the car, a raucous cheer 
went up from the crowd of family and friends gathered outside the house. She realized her 
parents were standing next to her and, overcome with emotion, she just stood hugging them 


until she stopped crying. 


After regaining her composure, Liz began to mingle and engage in small talk. She became 
determined to speak at least once to everyone who came. She found that approaching her 
interactions with guests as a challenge helped keep her feelings in check, otherwise she 
would be an emotional wreck. By habit, she made her way to J.T., who was at a set of large 
outdoor grills, where he was overseeing the food preparation. The menu included steak, 
chicken, baked potatoes, grilled corn-on-the-cob, shish-kabobs, salads and more. As soon as 
he saw her, he smiled, shook his head and waggled a finger at her, as if to say, “No, no.” Liz 
smiled and held up her hands in acquiescence, then continued speaking with friends and 


family. 


Her parents had set up a large area full of lawn games for the kids to play. They had even 
rented a bouncy house and, of course, the kids were loving it! Between talking to guests, 
she loved watching the kids. They were having such a great time! Young children became 
friends so easily and they played together with no malice, they just enjoyed having innocent 
fun together. When watching children play, she couldn't help but feel like she was a seeing 


glimpse of the glorious kingdom God has planned. 


Nikki, her attorney, spotted her and came over. “Hey, there!,” she said and smiled with a 
touch of sadness. “You doing okay?” Liz gave her a hug and said “I'm alright... so far. I'm 
so glad you came.” “Girl, you think I would miss your send-off? Not a chance!,” Nikki 
replied. “Oh, I wanted to let you know that I figured out what was bothering me about your 
new employment contract.” “Yeah? What is it?,” Liz inquired. Nikki continued, “Well, there's 
no exit clause. Now, it's possible it was an oversight. I would just ask them about it.” 
“Always looking out for me, aren't you? Thanks, I'll try and remember to do that.,” Liz 
agreed. “It's not like you have anything else to worry about, right?,” Nikki joked and they 


both got a laugh from that. 


During dinner, while everyone was still gathered in one place, enjoying their meal, Liz 
climbed up onto the deck attached to the back of her parents' house to say a few words to 
them. Their conversations quieted when they saw her on the deck. “I'm not much for giving 
speeches, so I'm going to try and keep this short and, hopefully, make it through it without 
crying.,” she began. “Thank you guys so much for coming today. You have no idea how 


wonderful it is to have you all here today and how special you've made me feel by coming.” 


She paused to get control of her emotions. “To my family, I love you so much!,” Another 
pause. “Thank you for throwing this party. Everything is beautiful and the food!...Where's 
J.T.?” She spotted him and motioned for him to stand. “Take a bow. It's easy to see why 
I'm trusting you with The Generous Portion. You deserve it!,” she said, as she started a 


round of applause for him. 


Liz continued, “This is the beginning of a new chapter of my life. The love and support from 
you will help me so much as I take the first steps into it. This is what I feel God is leading 

me to do. He has blessed me my whole life and I know He will be there to guide me. I just 
have to trust in Him and keep my faith strong. Again, thank you, everyone. I love you all.” 


As she was finishing, her father stepped up onto the deck beside her and put his arm around 


her. “No matter where you go, we'll still be here for you.,” he told her. 


Once most of her party guests had left, Liz was trying her best to help clean up and put 
things away. However, J.T. would swoop in and take whatever she tried to help with, or he 
would direct someone else to do so. At first, she thought Jack, her brother, had noticed what 
was happening and came over to start a conversation as a diversion. It turns out, she was 


mistaken. 


“So, sis, you're going to be working for Richard Eldshire...,” he began, not really asking a 
question. “Yeah,” she replied, “this is all happening so fast, but I think it will be a nice 
opportunity.” Her brother looked a little concerned. “From what I've heard,” he said, “it 


almost sounds too good to be true and you know what they say about that.” He paused for a 


moment, as if he was trying to be careful of his word choices. “Listen, there are some pretty 
crazy rumors and conspiracy theories about this family. I don't want to scare you, but there 
may be some truth to them. I can't go into a lot of detail about what I know and how I know 
it. Let's just say that I'm very concerned about you working for this family. Is there any way 
I can talk you out of it?” Liz could tell her brother was genuinely concerned, so she chose to 
give him a serious answer. “I've heard and read some of the stuff you're talking about and 
I'd be lying if I said it didn't cause me a little concern, too. The thing is that I feel this is 
where God is leading me and I can't say no. I know that whatever happens, it's His will and 
He will bless me and take care of me. Try not to worry about me, little brother. I'm in God's 
hands.” Jack reached out and hugged her. “When you put it that way, sis, there's not really 
a counter-argument to make. Just take care of yourself and let me know if you need me.” 
She smiled up at him and said, “You know I will. Thanks for looking out for me.” Not 
knowing how long it would be before she saw him again, she didn't let go of her brother right 


away. 


Liz got back to her apartment late. With everything she had packed, put into storage or sold, 
the place didn't feel as much like home now, but more like a hotel. It had become 
somewhere to sleep at night, but that was about it. She laid her head on the pillow and even 
though it was her last night in her apartment, she wasn't sad. She was ready and so she 
slept very well. 

The next morning, Thom accompanied Liz on a private luxury flight from JFK to Heathrow. 


She had flown first-class, but she had never flown in a private jet before. First-class was 


nice, but this was definitely a step up! The Eldshire plane had everything! It had a full 
kitchen, dining room, bar, entertainment center, bathroom with a shower, & conference 


room. She could have even used a private bedroom, had she wished to do so. 


After arriving at Heathrow, the plane was refueled and resupplied, then they took a short 
flight to Llanbedr, an older, private airfield which was rarely used now. They disembarked 
and Thom directed Liz to a waiting limousine, where the driver, a middle-aged man who 
reminded her of a stereo-typical driver from any movie she had seen, except that he seemed 
quite fit. Liz was still having trouble comprehending the amount of wealth Eldshire had. “A 
Rolls-Royce limousine!,” she exclaimed as they entered it. “Mr. Eldshire doesn't skimp on 
anything.” The limousine was as luxurious as the plane, with all the amenities anyone could 
want, including wi-fi. “Lord Eldshire has high standards.,” Thom corrected, “You should get 


used to calling him by his proper title.” 


The scenery along the drive was beautiful. The afternoon sun gave the landscape an almost 
fantastic appearance. They passed houses which had obviously seen a lot of history, given 
their age. They saw fields, farms and forests along the way. Liz noticed there were less 
houses the further they went. After a while, they were driving alongside a high wall, which 
looked to be made of granite. The wall continued for what seemed like miles and then they 
slowed to enter a gate in the wall. The gate was manned by armed guards who confirmed 
their identities before allowing them to enter. They continued traveling along what appeared 
to be a nicely paved driveway. The driveway was sparsely lined with trees, almost far 


enough apart to be naturally spaced, but the symmetry showed they were deliberately 


planted. Liz could only assume this was a driveway because on either side of the drive was 
lush grass and woodlands, but there was no house in sight. Now traveling inside the wall, 
she realized the wall must be around the perimeter of this property and she was surprised 
when she realized the immensity of it. “Is this the Eldshire estate?,” she asked Thom. He 
smiled and confirmed her suspicion. “Construction of this estate was begun in the early 
1800's. It's been regularly improved and maintained ever since. Not too much further until 
we reach the housing complex.” After a few minutes, they reached another wall and another 
gate, manned with armed guards. Liz surmised that having as much wealth as Richard 


Eldshire required this much security. 


As they continued through the inner wall and along the driveway, Thom pointed out and 
explained what some of the different buildings are, “That is the maintenance shop and over 
there is the maintenance garage. Up ahead, is the employees’ quarters where you'll be 
staying. It has pools, indoor and out, a gym, tennis courts, commissary, sauna...just about 
anything you might need.” The employees' quarters, with the exception of the amenities, 
reminded Liz of one of the older dormitories at the culinary school she attended. Thom 
continued, “Let's get your things inside, so you can get settled. Madame Fyle will be along 
early tomorrow morning to go through an orientation process and get you further acquainted 
with the facilities. Liz, this is where we part ways and my role in your employment ends. I'm 
sure we'll run into each other from time to time, but because my job takes me all over the 
world, I'm not here a lot. Take care of yourself. You'll do just fine here.” He extended his 
hand for a handshake. Thom had helped her get this opportunity and had saved her from a 


violent assault, so Liz wasn't going to settle for a handshake. Instead, she gave him a strong 


hug. “Thank you for everything.,” she said, beaming, “I'll try not to make you look bad.” 
Thom laughed at the thought, “I'm not worried, in the least.” 

Liz soon found out that her room was more like an apartment, or “flat” as they called it here. 
It had a bedroom, a full bathroom, a kitchen with a dining area, a formal living room and a 
half-bathroom. Due to the building's age and architecture, you could tell it was old, but it 
was well-maintained and had been updated regularly. She began unpacking the clothes and 
other things she had brought with her. By the time she unpacked her clothes, her stomach 


was telling her it was dinner time, so she headed downstairs to find the commissary. 


The commissary was on the ground level of the building. It reminded Liz of a hospital 
cafeteria. The main features were two large buffet counters, one for hot items and one for 
cold items, with many different options. There were hot entrees, hot vegetables for sides, 
cold sandwiches, a salad bar, breads, plus a dairy counter and smaller racks filled with crisps 
and sweets. It looked like there was something for everyone. She made her selections and 
looked for a table. The seating area was mostly empty, but there were three people seated 
at a table together, two women and a man. They seemed jovial and talkative, so she hoped 


they wouldn't mind if she joined them. 


“Hi, is this seat taken?,” Liz asked as she reached the table. Their demeanor didn't change 
and they welcomed her, “Not at all,” the man said, “Please, have a seat. I'm Winston, but 
my friends call me 'Win.'” He was a larger fellow about Liz's age, with short, dark hair. She 


guessed he was probably mostly muscle about 15 years ago. He had the look of someone 


who had been fit, but wasn't working out regularly any more. “Hello, I'm Molly.,” said the 
woman next to Win. Molly was bespectacled and had brown, curly locks which looked air- 
dried. The other woman greeted her warmly, as well. “...And I'm Sarah... and you are?,” 
she inquired playfully. Liz introduced herself as the new head chef and inquired about their 


jobs. Win was in maintenance. Molly and Sarah worked together in housekeeping. 


They continued to get to know each other, while Liz ate her dinner. The food was tasty for a 
commissary. During the conversation, Liz wondered what her predecessor was like and what 
kind of shoes she had to fill. “Tell me about my predecessor. What were they like? Do I 
have a tough act to follow?” Her dinner companions all went silent and their mood became 
very somber. Liz was puzzled, “What? What did I say?” Sarah and Molly looked at Win and 
appeared to be hoping he would answer. He picked up on it and said, “I guess you probably 
don't know since you just arrived.” “Know what?,” Liz asked. Win continued, “His name was 
Jim Wright. He worked here for several years and did a good job. We all knew him, but one 
day something... changed. He didn't talk to us about it, but it was like something was 
bothering him, really eating at him, you know? Soon after that, he disappeared; no one 
could find him. Then, we find out his body turned up at the base of the Dover cliffs. Coppers 
said it was suicide. Said he even left a note with a bit of Shakespeare in it.” Liz was 
stunned! “Oh my goodness! That's terrible! I had no idea. I'm so sorry.,” she apologized. 
Win tried to assuage her guilt, “It's alright. You couldn't have known.” He glanced around 
and then lowered his voice, “Here's the strange part. He told us just before he disappeared 
that if anything happened to him, he wanted to make sure we knew he wasn't the kind of 


person who would off himself.” “That is strange.,” Liz agreed. Molly lightly back-handed Win 


on the arm. “Stop, Win. You're going to scare her.,” she said. They changed the topic of 
conversation, but Liz's predecessor remained on her mind. She enjoyed the company of her 
new-found friends. They talked for a while longer before Liz excused herself to retire to her 
flat for the night. Before she went to sleep, she said her nightly prayers. “...Lord, I don't 
know exactly what You've led me into, but I trust You. Help me to have the wisdom to know 
Your will and the courage to do Your will. In Christ's name, amen.” 

Bright and early the next morning, her doorbell rang, another feature which was a little 
unexpected. Liz opened the door to find an austere-looking woman, who appeared to be in 
her early sixties, wearing in a solid, long-sleeved black dress with a broach on its high collar. 
The woman was reaching for the bell again. Apparently, Liz hadn't answered the door quickly 
enough to suit her visitor. The wiry woman straightened and smiled as Liz opened the door. 
The smile, however, seemed forced. “Hello,” she began, in a voice which sounded like an 
elderly British schoolteacher, “I am Madam Fyle. I will be showing you around the main 
house. Please follow me.” Obviously accustomed to people following her instructions, she 
turned and walked away without waiting for a response from Liz. Liz was a little taken aback, 
but she had met people like Madam Fyle before, so she hastily made sure she had her key, 
closed her door and trotted to catch up. Madam Fyle was the type of person who was master 
of her domain, so Liz knew to be respectful to her. “Madam Fyle, it's a pleasure to meet 
you...,” she began. Madam Fyle stopped abruptly. “Miss Nova, I appreciate your cordiality, 
but let me be frank. You have a lot to learn today, so let's not waste time on pleasantries. 
However, if you have questions, I expect you to ask them and I will answer them as 


thoroughly as I can. Now, let's move along. There's a car waiting for us outside.” 


A limousine was waiting to take them to the main house, which was a several-minute drive 
from the employees' quarters. They stopped at the entrance to a circular drive in front of the 
enormous, three-story Eldshire mansion. The outside of the mansion was made of what 
appeared to be large, smoothly-cut granite blocks. The towers on each corner had pointed 
roofs, which almost gave it the appearance of a fairy tale castle. The many windows were 
approximately eight feet high and about five feet wide. The shrubs were perfect spheres, 
which all looked as if they had just been trimmed. Situated in the mid-point of the grassy 
area within the circular driveway was a large, metal sculpture consisting of a single human 
hand holding aloft the Earth. A wide set of steps led from the circular drive up to the front 
door of the main house. “That must be it.,” Liz said. “Yes,” Madam Fyle replied, “but 
employees don't go in the front entrance. Driver, continue on.” They drove on for only a 
minute or so and made a couple of turns, which brought them around to the back of the 
mansion, near one end. Liz could immediately tell this was a service entrance, including a 


loading dock with dock levelers and multiple shipping/receiving bays for delivery trucks. 


Madam Fyle led the way inside, through the personnel door. She didn't waste any time 
getting to the office of the head of the culinary department. She knocked on the office door 
and, as if expecting the voice from inside inviting her in, immediately opened the door. 
Behind a desk in the office, stood a slightly portly man who appeared to be in his 40's. He 
was wearing a white dress shirt, black dress pants and a black tie. He smiled as they walked 
in and offered his hand. “Hello! I'm Owen Baker. You must be Liz...,” he turned to her 
escort, “and it's always a pleasure to see you, Madame Fyle.” He sounded as though he was 


putting on a bit, but Madame Fyle didn't seem to notice. “Mr. Baker, Miss Nova is here for 


her orientation. Please get her acclimated as soon as possible, so she can begin working.,” 
she instructed. “Of course, Madame Fyle.,” he replied. With that, Madame Fyle left and 
Owen turned back to Liz, “So, you're my new head chef? Let me show you around and we'll 
have you up to speed, quick as a wink.” 

Liz was going through her morning routine. She had been working at the Eldshire estate for 
a couple of months. She liked her co-workers and had made some new friends. She enjoyed 
her work and the money was very nice! Her routine mainly consisted of cooking meals for 
guests and some of the “higher-ranking” staff. Lord Eldshire had been traveling and so Liz 
had yet to meet him. She had heard he was back at the estate, presumably to host a large 
get-together being held tomorrow evening. By talking to the other staff, she had heard there 
would be lots of famous and wealthy people at the soiree, ranging from actors, actresses and 
professional athletes to financial tycoons and politicians. As she gathered her keys and jacket 
to head to work in the kitchens, her doorbell rang. It was Madam Fyle. “Lord Eldshire 
requests your presence. There is a car waiting.,” she said, then turned walked back down 


the hallway. 


In the limousine, Liz asked, “Madam Fyle, what is Lord Eldshire like? What should I expect?” 
The elder lady thought only briefly before responding. “Lord Eldshire is your employer. He 
expects you to understand that and show him proper respect.” Liz wasn't sure what she 
would say, but she planned to be gracious and respectful. The driver took them around the 
main house to another service entrance in the back, closer to the center of the house than 


the kitchens. Madam Fyle led her inside and up a narrow staircase to the top floor. They 


exited the stairway into a central hall, which had multiple doors leading from it. Liz quickly 
noticed there was no other obvious entrance or exit on this floor. They approached a door 
and, before they could knock, a man's voice called from inside, “Please come in, Madam 
Fyle.” They entered a large office on the front side of the house. The office was furnished in 
a definitely masculine decor, with wood-paneled walls, a heavy, mahogany desk and several 


mounted animal heads. 


Lord Eldshire stood up from where he appeared to be working at his desk as they walked in. 
The man behind the desk was an older version of the man Liz had seen in the few pictures 
she had found of him online. He was well-dressed in an expensive, light-gray suit. Despite 
his gray, thinning hair, he seemed to have a vitality about him that belied his age. He spoke 
to Madam Fyle first. “Thank you, Madam Fyle. You may attend to your other duties.” “Of 
course.,” she said and she left the office. As Madam Fyle was leaving, Eldshire gestured for 
Liz to follow him to a sitting area, where there were two wing-backed chairs with a coffee 
table between them. Once they were seated, he offered her a drink, which she politely 
declined. They had a pleasant conversation of mostly small talk. He wanted to be sure her 
needs had been addressed, which they had. Liz expressed her gratitude for the opportunity 


and assured him she would work hard and do a good job. 


After they had been chatting for a while, she felt comfortable enough to mention the lack of 
an exit clause in her contract. His reaction surprised her. She knew about micro-expressions 
and had learned to watch for them, but even so, she wasn't quite expecting this one. It was 


so quick that a blink would have caused her to miss it. Eldshire's face, for a fraction of a 


second, showed anger, which disappeared just as quickly. Then, he put on a look of concern. 
“Miss Nova, do you wish to leave already?,” he asked. Even though his concern seemed a 
little disingenuous, Liz started to backtrack, apologize and reassure him of her dedication to 
her work. “No, of course not...,” she began to reply, but he cut her off. “Excellent!,” he said, 
smiling just as warmly as when she had first arrived. “I'm so glad. Now, unfortunately, there 
are some things to which I must attend, so I'll let you get back to your duties, as well.” and 
he began escorting her to the door. “It was a pleasure to meet you and to get to know you a 


little bit. Good day, Miss Nova.” 


Liz paused for a moment in the hallway to collect her thoughts. She wasn't quite sure what 
to make of Eldshire's reaction about the exit clause. She could ask some of the other 
employees about their contracts, but maybe she was making too much out of it. She tucked 
it away in the back of her mind, for now. She had a lot to do before tomorrow's event. 

The day of the event went by quickly for Liz. She spent the day seeing that all the food was 
prepared to be cooked that evening. She made sure her sous-chefs made as many items 
ahead of time as possible. It wouldn't do to have guests running out of their favorite dish. 
Owen had commented that, based on the head count and amount of food they had to 
prepare, this was easily the largest event held at the estate. When they reached the point 
where nothing else could be pre-made, she wanted to have a look at the decorations, before 
going to change into her formal uniform for the evening, so she made her way to the main 


entry hall in the middle of the mansion. 


When Liz arrived in the hall, she was amazed at how different the hall looked. She had been 
in the main entry hall before and couldn't help but be impressed by the grandeur of it. The 
white marble floor and the large, white marble columns made her think of decorations on a 
wedding cake. The two large, curved white-marble staircases, one on each side of the hall 
and curving around the closest column to it, so the flaring bases of the staircases ended 
halfway between the walls and the center of the hall. Now, long tables, which the food 
would be placed on, had been situated along the hall and large vases of flowers and plants 
were evenly spaced between them. Additionally, the hall was much brighter than normal. 
The ceilings in the hall had chandeliers draped along it. Usually, only a few of them were lit, 
but they were all lit now. There were also lit oil lamps mounted along the walls, which she 
had never seen burning and strands of incandescent bulbs had been neatly hung along the 
second floor balcony and staircase railings. The lights and the flora diminished the cold, 
hardness of the stone, making it much more inviting. "No more time for sight-seeing.," she 


thought, "Time to get back to work." 


Once guests began arriving, there was plenty to do. Servers were bustling in and out of the 
kitchen, keeping the serving tables full of food and drinks. Liz monitored how quickly each 
dish was being eaten and kept up with the demand. She had servers providing her with the 
information she needed, but she was accustomed to checking on the guests herself from time 
to time, making sure everything was in order. She was amazed at the number of famous 
people around her. She saw heads of state, along with plenty of lower-ranking politicians, 
actors and actresses, professional athletes, dignitaries from global organizations like the 


United Nations, the World Economic Forum and the International Monetary Fund. There 


were news media personalities, corporate executives from global companies, talk show hosts 
and Hollywood directors. From time to time, famous people had visited her restaurant back 
in New York, but the collective scope of these guests’ notoriety was astounding! She couldn't 
help but wonder what they had in common. Was this just a networking session of the 


highest order or was there more to it? 


After the guests had eaten and socialized for a while, an announcement was made that Lord 
Eldshire would be addressing the guests in the mansion's main garden. The guests. many 
still nursing drinks, began to make their way to the garden. Liz realized this was her 
opportunity to find out more about why all these people were there. She had a trick she 
used where she would wear a server's vest and shirt under her smock. Although this kept 
her warmer, it allowed her to quickly switch from chef to server, as needed, without 
appearing out of place. She knelt behind a serving table and quickly removed her smock and 
tucked it under the table. She picked up a tray and half filled it with fresh drinks from a 
serving table. A full tray would slow her down some and she wasn't sure how quickly she 
might need to move. She calmly made her way outside with the rest of the party-goers and 
began to meander through the crowd occasionally offering a drink to a guest. It wasn't long 


before Eldshire stepped out onto a balcony overlooking the garden. 


"Thank you all for coming.," he began, "It's wonderful to have you all here at such a pivotal 
time. We have all worked very hard to bring a truly monumental plan to fruition and the time 
is near at hand for its culmination. You have all been an integral part of this and I cannot 


express how deeply your efforts up to now are appreciated. However, we still have work to 


do. I expect the same level of diligence you have exhibited thus far to continue. As 
upcoming events unfold, your future actions will be monitored and you will be compensated 


accordingly. I trust you have not been disappointed." 


At that, a cheer rose from the crowd. Liz wanted to make sure she heard everything Eldshire 
had to say, so she tried to avoid some of the people who might actually need their drink 
refreshed, so as not to run out of fresh drinks too quickly. Not one to shirk her duties, she 
would periodically direct other servers to guests she had skipped over and also trade a few of 


her empties for full glasses. 


Eldshire continued, "I assure you that we are ushering in a new era, unlike any before. We 
will be responsible for unifying the world!" Another cheer went up from the crowd. "Now, 
some may try to resist, ..." The crowd percolated with boos and grumbles at that. Eldshire 
raised a hand to quiet them, "...but it is because they do not understand. They cannot see 
our vision for the world. They will even try to cling to their out-dated ideas of governance 
and to their old dogmas, ignoring the facts in front of them. Our approach should be as a 
sighted person leading the blind. It is our responsibility to guide them into this new world: a 
cleaner and brighter world, a world of unity, a world of order. A new world order!" The 
guests erupted in a unanimous cheer. Although Liz had heard Eldshire's brief speech, she 
still didn't fully understand what was going on and what all these people had to do with it. 
She was going to need some help to sort all this out. 


Liz returned to her flat. She had contacted Jack and after a brief conversation, he felt it 


would be best for her to have a secure phone and other gear. She thought he was going to 
ship items to her, but he surprised her and brought them himself. Win had loaned her a 
spare key to his car so she could go and meet Jack where he was staying. That seemed 
safer than him coming to the estate. She was so happy to see him! After some catching up, 
she went into more detail about what she had seen and heard. After their meeting, Liz 
prepared to begin "reconnaissance," as Jack called it. It was as if she was becoming one of 


his trainees. That was strange to think about. She would have to be careful. 


Liz and her friends, Molly, Sarah and Win, were having dinner together in the commissary, as 
had become customary for them. Liz waited for Molly and Sarah to leave, so she could 
hopefully get some information from Win about the facilities around the estate. She tried to 
broach the subject by asking an innocuous question, "So, Win, what's the coolest thing 
you've seen since you've been working in maintenance? Secret passages or bunkers?" Win 
thought about it briefly, then lowered his voice and said, "Well, there is something like a 
bunker here. There's an underground tunnel connecting it to the main house. As far as I 
know, that's the only way to access it." "No way! Can you tell me where it is? I'd love to 
see that!" Win hesitantly agreed to show her where it was, instead. "I need to keep you out 
of trouble.," he said with a chuckle. "Next time I have to check on things there, I'll let you go 


with me." 


The day for Liz to accompany Win into the bunker complex came quickly. The door to access 
the tunnel was on the lowest level of the main house. It looked just like all the other doors 


on this level. Win used a key on his key ring to open the door. From her conversation with 


Jack, she may need to take a picture of the key so a copy could be made. "Ready to enter 
the abyss?," he joked. She lightly popped him on the arm and shook her head. "Let's go.," 


she said with a little laugh. 


They followed a set of stairs leading down to hallway. The walls, floor and ceiling were solid 
concrete. Liz noticed security cameras and asked Win about them, "Win, who monitors these 
cameras?" Win glanced at the nearest camera and answered, "Funny thing is, as far as I can 
tell, no one actively monitors them. I think they are recording so the footage can be 
reviewed, if there's an incident. I truly think Eldshire isn't worried about a breach here." Liz 
took out her phone, in case she needed to take any pictures. It might be tricky to take 
pictures without Win seeing, but she would have to try. They continued along the hallway, 
passing a few nondescript solid metal doors. Around a corner, Liz noticed a door with an 
electronic keypad for additional security. Upon closer inspection, it was a bio-metric security 
panel, which required both a palm and retinal scan. "Eldshire is protecting something in 
there.," she thought. Liz recorded information about the manufacturer of the panel in a note 
on her phone. She had already silenced the camera shutter sound on her phone. To distract 
Win, she pointed and asked him what was further along the hallway. As soon as he turned 
his head, she quickly took a picture of the security panel. He finished his rounds and they 
headed back to the commissary for a break. As they made their way there, Win asked 
concernedly, "Liz, I have the feeling that you're planning to do something dangerous. Am I 
right?" Liz started to deny it, but she didn't want to lie to her friend. "Win, I don't want you 
to get involved...," she began. Win cut her off, "Listen, I have concerns about things that 


have happened here and what may happen in the future. If you're looking into what's going 


on here, I want to be involved. I don't want you to get hurt and I won't take 'no' for an 
answer. I've been through basic training in the military. Let me help you." Liz argued with 
him about it for a while, but she ultimately realized he was serious when he said he wouldn't 


take "no" as an answer. She felt that she had no choice, except to let him help. 


Liz passed the information she had gathered on to Jack. He came up with a plan to infiltrate 
the secure room. "You'll need to access the data connection for the bio-metric panel by 
opening it. Once the data connection is breached, we'll be able to add your bio-metric data 
onto the server and you're in. I've have some additional equipment that you'll need. Sis, this 
is serious stuff. Are you sure you want to go through with this?" Liz had no doubts. 
Something was going to happen that would impact the entire world and she was concerned it 


wasn't a good thing. She had to find out what it was. "I'm sure.," she said. 


They planned the infiltration for a time when Eldshire would be away again. The day came. 
They decided to go in after dark, so less staff would be on duty. Liz and Win were wearing 
their normal work clothes, but were also each carrying a black duffel bag. As they reached 
the underground hallway, Liz used a can of black spray paint to cover the lens of each 
security camera, being careful not to be seen by the camera before spraying it. Then, she 
cut the wires to each camera to fully disable it. They made their way to the door of the 
secure room. Liz put down her bag and pulled out a gun for each of them. She tucked hers 
into her waistband at the small of her back. Win was surprised! "Do we need these?," he 
whispered anxiously. "Hopefully not. Take it, just in case.," Liz said, trying to calm him. He 


took it and began to stand watchful guard while she worked on the panel. She got the panel 


open and had begun working on the data connection. Unfortunately, trouble arose before 


she finished. 


From around the next corner further into the hallway, a patrolling member of Eldshire's 
security team, rounded the corner. Each seemed as equally surprised to see the other. The 
security personnel was taller than Liz, but shorter than most men. He barked an order for Liz 
and Win to stop and stay where they were as he drew his own weapon. Win sent a panicked 
shot in his direction, causing him to retreat back around the corner. "We need to get out of 
here!," Win yelled. They started moving back along the hallway toward the door they came 
in. However, either the guard had called for assistance or another guard heard the 
commotion and had come to investigate, using the same door they had used. They were 
trapped between the two guards! They could hear the second guard, but couldn't see him 
yet. Seeing Liz and Win begin their retreat, the first guard advanced along the hallway 
toward them. Liz quickly peeked out and saw his advance. "He's coming!" To try and 
protect Liz, Win stepped out into the hallway to draw the first guard's fire. Win raised his gun 
and fired multiple shots. As Win moved, Liz was crouched and used the corner to steady her 
aim at the advancing guard. Before she could fire, Win's shots hit their mark and the short 
guard crumpled to the floor. Win was now across the hallway from Liz. She stood, knowing 
the second guard was close, but he was much closer than she expected him to be. Before 
she could turn to face him, the second guard fired in their direction, but missed her. Again, 
Win fired multiple shots, but the results were different this time. He hit the second guard, 
but the guard also hit him. When the guard's shot hit Win, he flinched and it threw off his 


next shots, one of which hit Liz in her left shoulder. The force of the shot turned her, but 


also staggered her and she fell. It wasn't long before she felt a searing pain burning through 
her shoulder. She could tell the second guard was dead. "Win, are you okay?," she turned 
back toward him to ask. It was clear he was not. Liz couldn't believe her friend was dead 
and that he had died to protect her. She slumped against the wall, her mind racing and 
emotions raging. "What do I do!?," she thought. With the wound she had and the ruckus 
they had made, she knew she didn't have much time. She couldn't believe what had just 
happened, but she also couldn't believe what she had to do. When she had finished, she 
slumped against the wall again and must have lost consciousness. 

As Liz awoke, she felt groggy. As she gained clarity, she became aware she was in her flat, 
but in a hospital bed, instead of her usual bed. There was an IV drip in her arm, which must 
be why she wasn't feeling any pain. She also saw that she wasn't alone. Thom was sitting in 
one of her chairs. "Ah, you're awake.," he said. "How are you feeling?" "I'm not feeling 
much at all right now.," Liz replied. "Do you remember what happened?," he asked. Tears 
began to well up in her eyes, remembering her friend. "I think so. It's pretty overwhelming." 
Thom walked over and placed a reassuring hand on hers. "That was quite a mess you got 
into, young lady. Let me tell you what I think happened. From what we've been able to 
piece together so far, it appears Winston decided to investigate some of the secure facilities 
around the estate and enlisted your help. During a routine review of security camera 
footage, it stood out that both of you were in the underground passage..." "So they do check 
the security camera footage periodically.," Liz realized. Thom continued, "Additional security 
patrols were implemented in and around the underground passage. One of these patrols 


surprised Winston and you, as you were trying to enter the secure room. A gunfight ensued, 


in which you were wounded and two of our security personnel, along with Winston were 
killed. Based on ballistics, Winston killed both guards and shot you, as well. The only bullets 
fired from your weapon hit Winston." At that, she began to sob. Knowing he was already 
dead, she had shot Win twice in the chest to try and make it look like he had shot her, but 
that she had managed to kill him first. As long as there was not a proper autopsy, it would 
be hard to determine otherwise. Thom must have thought she was overwhelmed by being 
betrayed by her friend. "Although he was struck at least once by a guard, it is likely that your 
shots were what killed him. What puzzles me is why he appears to have turned on you. Can 


you explain that?" 


Liz took the time to make sure she chose her words wisely. "I betrayed him.," she said. "My 
original intentions were to keep him from getting into trouble or getting hurt." Thom chose 
to fill in the blanks for her. "So you agreed to go along with his plan, in order to try and keep 
him safe. However, once you realized he was willing to kill people, you felt you had no 
choice but to stop him yourself. A most difficult decision.," he concluded. "Well, that is all I 
needed to complete my report. I'm sorry you ended up involved in this. Lord Eldshire wishes 
to speak with you, once you've recovered sufficiently." He wished her a quick recovery and 


left. She was still grieving for Win, but she soon fell back to sleep. 


The next couple of days passed slowly as Liz healed, regained her appetite and her strength. 
With a lot of time to think, she had spent time grieving, dwelling on her failure to gain any 
additional insight into Lord Eldshire's plans and speculating about what Eldshire would have 


to say to her. Apparently, she wouldn't have to wait much longer to find out the answer to 


the latter. Thom came in and asked how she was feeling, to which she replied, "Better. My 
shoulder still has a way to go, but that will just take some time." He nodded. "Lord Eldshire 
wishes to speak with you now." "What should I expect?," she inquired. "You have good 
instincts. You'll be fine.," he reassured. 

Eldshire met them on the main floor of his mansion and greeted her more warmly than she 
expected. "Miss Nova, how are you, dear? I'm pleased to see you're recovering well." 
Although surprised by how pleasant he was toward her, Liz made an effort to take it in stride. 
"Thank you, Lord Eldshire. That was quite an ordeal, but I'm feeling much better.," she said, 
smiling. Eldshire elaborated, "Thom has filled me in on what transpired and I must say it's 
rare to find people who are willing to go such lengths to protect my interests. Come. There's 
something I'd like you to see." Liz was puzzled. What had Thom told him? They all went 
downstairs into the bunker complex to the very door they were trying to open. The security 
panel had been reassembled. Eldshire opened the door using the panel and motioned for her 


to enter. "I have something to show you. Thom, wait out here, please." 


The room wasn't large and the contents actually looked like some kind "secret government 
control room" you might see in a movie. The far wall consisted of one large central screen or 
monitor, surrounded by smaller ones. There was a panel in the middle of the room filled with 
computer terminals. "This room is integral to what we're working to accomplish.," Eldshire 
began. "What are you hoping to accomplish?," Liz asked. Eldshire chuckled, "Not hoping, 
dear. It's becoming a reality. You see, my family has been acquiring wealth and influence 


for quite some time. Over time, we have become more involved in political affairs, which has 


made me aware of how divided the world is. Trying to get some cultures to work together, 
after centuries of conflict between them, is nearly impossible. I can see you're puzzled as to 


how room this ties into geopolitics. Let me explain." 


"Decades ago, we became aware of an extra-terrestrial visitor who wished to make 
diplomatic contact with Earth's "rulers." By that time, government officials, who understood 
that the Eldshire family was truly the ruling force behind most of the world's political 
machinations, notified us. We met with the beings and built a relationship with them. This 
room is the control center for the equipment we use to contact them." He paused, allowing 
her time to process what he had just said. "So, you mean to tell me that aliens are real? Not 
only are they real, but you've had contact with them?," she asked incredulously. "That's 
correct.," Eldshire continued. "It didn't take long to figure out how we could use this to our 
advantage, but you can't just spring something like aliens on an unsuspecting public. 


Thankfully, we already had the mechanisms in place to address this." 


"For decades, we've been using different media outlets to introduce our ideas and promote 
our policies. Through books, movies, television, news broadcasts and music, we've been able 
to increase awareness and shape public opinion in favor of our agendas. Sometimes, that 
means introducing ideas and concepts of things most people might consider impossible. 
Otherwise, when the information becomes public, it could cause people to panic and create 
undesired results. When we use media to expose people to ideas that are difficult to accept, 
we can include suggestions for how to personally handle these situations and an expectation 


for how governments might handle them, as well." 


"So, we began introducing aliens into media. Earthly alien visitations, UFO's, alien attacks, 
human-alien contact during space exploration and even the idea of alien visitations 
throughout history, although there's no evidence they began visiting before the 1900's. 
We've had to hide recent alien visitations from the public until we were ready. That's how 
the legend of the 'men in black' started. These men work for us, which is why all 
governments disavow them. You might have noticed Thom's attire. They investigate 
incidents and persuade people with credible reports to stay quiet about what they might have 
seen." Liz didn't fully understand. "Why would you need people to believe aliens have been 


visiting Earth for such a long time?" 


"Well, as I was saying, it can be difficult to unite people. One major difference between 
cultures is their religions. A major step in unifying the world is to eliminate those religions. 
We are in the process of convincing the world that humans were not created by a god, but 
that aliens created humans." Liz was stunned, but tried to maintain her composure. "People 
aren't just going to accept that. They won't abandon their religious beliefs, just because of a 


movie or a television show.," she countered. 


Eldshire smiled. "My dear, we've been doing this for quite a while and it's working. Think 
about how many people have already abandoned religion altogether and embraced the title 
of 'intellectual."" Liz continued to contradict his premises. "There are religious texts that 
have been around for thousands of years. How could you possibly explain those away?" 
Eldshire patiently continued. "In what we call "documentaries," we have attributed events in 


the Christian Bible to aliens. The coup-de-grace, if you will, comes when we reveal the aliens 


to the public. Just after World War II, we provided them with copies of all of the known 
religious texts of the world. They have had time to study and become familiar with the texts. 
When we Officially reveal the existence of aliens to the public, they will produce these texts 
and claim responsibility for writing or inspiring them. Simultaneously, the aliens will also 
claim to have created humans. The evidence will be overwhelming and anyone who still 
clings to their religious beliefs will be labeled as ‘fanatics,’ ‘lunatics,’ 'science-deniers' or even 


‘terrorists. 


The information Liz had just been presented with was overwhelming, but she was trying to 
maintain her composure. "How does someone simply maintaining their religious beliefs make 
them a 'terrorist?'," she inquired. "Terrorist incidents' are easy enough to fabricate.," he 
offered. She was still having trouble putting all the pieces together, so she prompted, 
"Although it may remove religious differences, I don't see how this guarantees world unity." 


"Well, that is the bad news...," he said and paused. 


"It turns out there is more than one species or race, if you will, of aliens. The first race we 
had contact with you may call 'The Grays,’ because of their appearance. I'm sure you're 
familiar with how they look, based on how we've depicted them on television and in movies. 
The Grays made us aware of another race, which has a more reptilian appearance, so we 
refer to them as 'Draconians.' The Grays helped us contact the Draconians and once we had 


established suitable relationships with both races, we devised the plan." 


"In order for the nations of the world to come together under the umbrella of a global 


government, the human race has to face an external existential threat. Before the revelation 
of the Grays to the world, the Draconians will attack Earth, focusing mainly on the largest 
cities. Unfortunately, many human lives will be lost. Afterwards, the nations of the world will 
be compelled to unify, in order to cooperatively prepare for another such attack." Liz couldn't 
believe what she was hearing! "So the people of Earth will be thrown into a perpetual war 
against the Draconians?" "Of course not. The Draconians will reach Earth through 
wormholes. We don't have the technological capability to launch a counter-offensive. All we 
will be able to do is make defensive preparations.," Eldshire explained. "Thankfully, we 


shouldn't have need of another attack, because that's when the Grays will arrive." 


"After the Draconian assault, the Grays will come to Earth, claiming to have heard of the 
attack. As I said, they will be presented as the architects of humanity. Acknowledging we 
are both physically and technologically inferior to the Draconians, they promise to defend 
humans, their 'creation,’ by waging a proxy war against the Draconians. Such a war will 


never actually take place, but the people of Earth will be led to believe it does." 


"So, after achieving our goal of unifying the world, we will allow a 'religion,' if you will. The 
only religion allowed to be practiced will be one based on the Grays as the creators of 
humans. Since the world will be aware of the Grays, we will make the people believe we 
have regular communications with them. With the Grays established as creators and saviors 
of the human race, most people will be willing to accept their policies. In reality, we will be 


publishing our own edicts to the people, so they will behave in accordance with our wishes." 


"Once the aliens have been revealed to the world, Thom's group of operatives will no longer 
be serving in their current capacity. They will be transitioned to a role where they are 
primarily investigating people who may be dissenting or uncooperative. This leads me to why 
I've told you all this. I'd like to offer you a position in this repurposed group. You would 
need training, of course. Thom would see to that. Before you answer, there are other things 
you need to know. You would sever all contact with your family and friends. Any record of 
you would be expunged: government records, medical records, social media, anything on the 
Internet. It would be as though you never existed. From then on, the only people you would 
regularly associate with would be the people here. Now, I realize I've given you a lot of 
information. Take some time to think over what I've said and consider my offer. Don't take 


too long, though. Thom will take you back to your quarters." 


Liz and Thom got back into his car. "Thom, how much do you know about what Lord 
Eldshire just told me?," she asked. "I've been fully briefed on the situation. You must have 
questions.," he said. "Well, yes. First, are you okay with all of this? The unified world? The 
aliens?" He paused before replying, "I have concerns, but he's my employer." "This is about 
more than just work. We're talking about world domination! This is. . . insanity!," she 
exclaimed. His demeanor became more somber. "Liz, there's something you should know. 
Lord Eldshire will not accept a rejection of this offer. You know too much now." "What are 
you saying, Thom? He'll have me killed, if I don't agree?" "I'm afraid so.," he said solemnly. 
"Although, I would really hate for it to come to that, because I've grown to like you.," he 
added with a smile. She could tell he meant it, which was reassuring, but only just. "I need 


some time to pray and think this through.," she said. 


Two weeks later: 


Standing outside Lord Eldshire's office, Charles steeled himself before entering. He had 
worked in Thom's group for quite some time, essentially as his right-hand man, but he wasn't 
sure how Lord Eldshire would react to this report. He breathed a calming breath and entered 


the office. 


Eldshire, standing near the window, turned to him, his face unreadable. "Hello, Charles. I 
understand you have something to report.," he said simply. "Yes, sir. We've completed our 
investigation.," Charles delivered. "From what we have discovered, Miss Nova must have 
decided to decline your offer and suspected she was in danger. She attempted to flee in 
Winston's car, using a spare key she had in her possession. Thom gave chase. She made it 
into the nearest town, but there was an accident. Based on the video footage we've 
recovered of the incident, it seems Thom was trying to force Miss Nova off the road. When 
their cars collided, they became stuck together. The two cars then veered off the roadway 
and crashed into the pumps at a petrol station. This immediately triggered a sizable 


explosion. Unfortunately, neither of them survived, sir." 


Without his expression changing, Eldshire turned toward the window. "Thank you for your 
report, Charles. You will be responsible for Thom's duties from here on out. That will be all." 
Charles was puzzled, yet relieved by his reaction, or lack thereof. "Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.," 


he said and left the office. 


Two weeks earlier: 


After Thom dropped her off, Liz spent the evening in prayer. The next morning, she woke 
with a clear mind and a solid plan, which she could not take credit for. She needed to talk to 
Jack, because they would have to leave the country in a hurry. First, she would need to 


know how much time she had to give Eldshire an answer, so she called Thom. 


Liz and Thom met Jack at a safe-house to flesh out the plan. "Jack, Thom and I need to fake 
our deaths. We have less than a week before I have to give Eldshire the answer he's waiting 
on. What can we do?" "Well, sis. Explosions make good cover for something like that. 
Makes the deaths believable, while destroying evidence that might give away the truth. How 
about this? We stage a car chase, where it looks like Thom is pursuing you, but you both 
end up crashing into a gas station. We have a handy little device that plugs into the ODB 
port in the car and allows someone to remotely control the vehicle. They're also incendiary 
devices that will contribute to the explosion, as well as destroy themselves. We'll need 


duplicates of your cars so we can make a quick switch." 


"Now for the morbid part. We'll have to get a couple of cadavers to take your places." Jack 
noticed the concerned look from Liz and addressed it before she could speak. "Don't worry, 
sis. We can source them from a medical supply company, just like a university would, but 
through one of our shell companies. The blast and heat from the explosion and the resulting 
fire won't leave enough to make a definitive identification. With video footage of the chase 


and the crash, they'll have a hard time believing anything beyond what they think they see." 


An unexpected thought occurred to Liz. It was almost as if they we're using Eldshire's tactics 


against him. 


"So, here's the run-down. I'll pull in two of my best guys on this, Miller and Johnson. We get 
two cars, identical to yours. You will have the dummy cars at the estate. In the meantime, 
we will add the remote control devices, the cadavers and a few extra explosives, for good 
measure, to your cars. Once the chase starts, you'll high-tail it from the estate to the 
rendezvous location. When you arrive, you'll pull around behind the building so the cars will 
not be in view of any cameras. Then, your actual cars will immediately take off, remotely 
driven by Miller and Johnson the rest of the way to the gas station. Between the video 
footage, whatever human remains they can find and the valid VIN numbers from the cars, 


they'll believe you two died in a blaze of glory!" 


Thom nodded thoughtfully. "Jack, this should work, my good man. Makes me wish I had 
thought of it." 

On the day of their escape, Liz and Thom played out their parts. Thom notified Lord Eldshire 
that he was going to speak with Liz and find out if she had made her decision, while adding 
he was concerned that she might not be too keen about the proposal. Thom then made his 
way to Liz's quarters. When he arrived, she bolted to Win's car and sped away. Thom gave 


chase, both cars careening through the countryside towards the town. 


Liz and Thom arrived at the rendezvous point and drove their cars behind the building, the 


remote-controlled cars were in motion before their cars had stopped completely. The 
transition was perfect! They pulled their cars into the two garage bays which had just been 
vacated. Miller and Johnson would leave separately after dark in these cars to complete their 
"ex-filtration," as they called it. Jack immediately came to meet them and directed them to 
another car, which they would use to drive to the small, remote airfield for their trip back to 
the U.S. The plan had worked flawlessly. 

Liz was so glad to be home, at her parents' farm. She woke up every day knowing there was 
plenty to do, but also knowing God doesn't give you more than you can handle, with His help. 
Her parents had done as much as they could to prepare for the alien attack. Afterwards, 
they invited people they knew to get out of the cities and come to the farm. Those people 
invited people they knew and so on. Since then, they had taken in more people than they 
expected and formed a community. They had expanded the farming on her parents’ land 
and Liz had made a career of feeding people. In one sense, it didn't sound like much, but 


she was able to serve one of the most basic needs of the people who had come. 


She walked the farm daily, similarly to how she would patrol her restaurant to see how things 
were running. Jack and Thom were regularly training people to hunt, fish and use weapons. 
Anyone who wasn't as interested in using weapons was taught to farm by her father. Other 
people who had come were sharing the knowledge of their own skills: medicine, welding and 
metal fabrication, automotive repair, childcare, teaching, sewing, knitting and more. Overall, 
the people were adjusting well to their new lives. The few pastors who were there seemed 


to have been the most surprised by the events that had transpired. The appearance of aliens 


and the attack had shocked everyone to relatively the same extent, but the pastors had been 
caught off guard by how many of their church members had abandoned their faith. This 
wasn't something they ever expected to have to prepare for. After meeting Liz and her 
family who explained how this happened, they picked up and continued to minister as they 
had before, but with a clearer understanding of how fragile faith can be for some people. 
Pastor Bennett, one of the first to arrive at the farm, was finishing up a sermon. ". .. and 
that is why we need to make God a part of our reality, because when you know the one, true 
God, you will be able to recognize a false one. There are so many lost souls out there who 
have been fooled. We need to try and reach them; show them what God has done for us, 


out of His love for us." 


Author's Note: 
This is something God laid on my heart. Please share this with as many people as possible. 
In the coming times ahead it will be even more important that we keep and share our faith in 


God and our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ. God bless! 


